Introduction
Following Walter Benjamin's lead in his "Theses on the Philosophy of History," Saul Friedlander wonders whether all historical interpretation is somehow fraught with redemptory potential. By extension, he asks whether the very act of writing Holocaust history might also redeem these events with meaning. Though as a historian Friedlander questions the adequacy of ironic and experimental responses to the Holocaust, insofar as he fears that their transgressiveness undercuts any and all meaning, he also suggests that a postmodern aesthetics might "accentuate the dilemmas" of historytelling.' Even in Friedlander's terms, this is not a bad thing: an aesthetics that remarks its own limitations, its inability to provide eternal answers and stable meaning. In short, he issues a narrow call for an aesthetics that devotes itself primarily to the dilemmas of representation, an "uncanny" history of the Holocaust that sustains uncertainty and allows us to live without a full understanding of events.
Here he also draws a clear distinction between what he terms "common memory" and "deep memory" of the Holocaust: common memory as that which "tends to restore or establish coherence, closure and possibly a redemptive stance," and deep memory as that which remains essen-670 James E. Young Art Spiegelman's Maus vors, listening to their harrowing tales, until their lives, loves, and losses seemed grafted indelibly onto their own life stories. Born after Holocaust history into the time of its memory only, this media-conscious generation rarely presumes to represent events outside of the ways they have vicariously known and experienced them. Instead of attempting to portray the events of the Holocaust, they write and draw and talk about the event of its transmission to them-in books, film, photographs, and parents' stories. Instead of trying to remember events, they recall their relationship to the memory of events. "What happens to the memory of history when it ceases to be testimony?" Alice Kaplan has asked.'" It becomes memory of the witness's memory, a vicarious past. What distinguishes many of these artists from their parents' generation of survivors is their single-minded knack for representing just this sense of vicariousness, for measuring the distance between history-as-ithappened and their own postmemory of it."
As That Spiegelman has chosen to represent the survivor's tale as passed down to him in what he calls the commix is neither surprising nor controversial. After all, as a commix-artist and founder of Raw Magazine, Spiegelman has only turned to what has always been his working artistic medium. That the commix would serve such a story so well, however, is what I would like to explore here. On the one hand, Spiegelman seems to have realized that in order to remain true to both his father's story and his own experience of it, he would have to remain true to his medium. But, in addition, he has also cultivated the unique capacity in the com- all. The combination makes up a kind of novel-all the more unique in that it is no more like a novel than it is like anything else"' ("C," p. 61). For unlike a more linear historical narrative, the commixture of words and images generates a triangulation of meaning-a kind of threedimensional narrative-in the movement between words, images, and the reader's eye. Such a form also recognizes that part of any narrative will be this internal register of knowledge--somewhere between words and images-conjured in the mind's movement between itself and the page. Such a mental language may not be reproducible, but it is part of any narrative just the same.
Thus, in describing Winsor McKay, another pioneering cartoonist, Spiegelman further spells out what he calls the "storytelling possibilities of the comic strip's unique formal elements: the narrative as well as design significance of a panel's size and shape, and how these individual panels combined to form a coherent visual whole" ("C," p. 64). That is, the panels convey information in both vertical and horizontal movements of the eye, as well as in the analogue of images implied by the entire page appearing in the background of any single panel. In fact, what Spiegelman admires in the form itself, he says, he once admired in Harvey Kurtzman's Mad Magazine: "It was about somethingreality, for want of a better word-and was also highly self-reflexive, satirically questioning not only the world, but also the underlying premises of the comics medium through which it asked the questions" ("C," p. 71). For Spiegelman, there is no contradiction between a form that is about reality, on the one hand, and that questions its own underlying premises on the other. It is clear that part of the world's reality here is the artist's own aching inadequacy in the face of this reality.
As for possible objections to folding the deadly high seriousness of the Holocaust into what some regard as the trivial low seriousness of comics, Spiegelman merely points to the ways in which the medium itself has always raised-and dismissed-issues of decorum as part of its raison d'etre. Here he recalls that even the distinction itself between the high art of the masters and the low art of cartoonists is challenged by the manner in which "modern masters" like Lyonel Feininger, George Grosz, Kithe Kollwitz, and Juan Gris divided their time between painting and cartoons. Indeed, as Adam Gopnik has suggested, the comics in the twentieth century have served as a "metalanguage of modernism, a fixed point of reference outside modern painting to which artists could refer in order to make puns and ironic jokes."'8 As an unusually retentive mirror and caricature of styles in modern art, the comics have at once catalogued and mocked modern art with its own high seriousness, making them the postmodern art par excellence.
Written over a thirteen-year period between 1972 and 1985, the first volume of Maus thus integrated both narrative and antinarrative elements of the comics, embedding the father's altogether coherent story in a medium ever-threatening to fly apart at the seams. The result is a dek's heart as he grabs his chest. The narrative is one thing, the heartstopping anxiety it produces in the teller is another. Both are portrayed here-the story and the effect on the teller himself-a kind of deep memory usually lost to narrative alone (see M, 1:118). Earlier, as the father recounts the days in August 1939 when he was drafted, just as he gets to the outbreak of war itself: "and on September 1, 1939, the war came. I was on the front, one of the first to ... Ach!" His elbow knocks two bottles of pills onto the floor. "So. Twice I spilled my drugstore!" He blames his lost eye and cataracts for not seeing so well and launches into the story of eye operations and neglectful doctors. On that day and in that chapter of the book, he doesn't finish his story of the Nazi invasion and says it's enough for today. "I'm tired and I must count my pills" (M, 1:39, 40) . Which is fine with Artie, whose writing hand is sore from note taking. Both teller and listener need to recover from the storytelling session itself, though whether it is the activity of telling and listening or the content of the narrative that has worn them out is not clear. Throughout the course of Maus, the content of the father's tale of survival is balanced against the literal process of its recovery, the circumstances under which it is received and then retold.
By making the recovery of the story itself a visible part of Maus, Spiegelman can also hint darkly at the story not being recovered here, the ways that telling one story always leaves another untold, the ways common memory masks deep memory. In Spiegelman's case, this deep, unre- Was it the memory of smoke from the burned memoirs or Artie's cigarettes that now made him short of breath? At the end of the first volume, Spiegelman depicts the moment at which his father admits not only destroying his mother's memoirs but leaving them unread. "Murderer," the son mutters (M, 1:159). Here he seems to realize that his father's entire story is haunted by Anja's lost story. But, worse, it dawns on the son that his entire project may itself be premised on the destruction of his mother's memoirs, their displacement and violation. I'll tell it for her, implies the father. Spiegelman does not attempt to retell Anja's story at all, but leaves it known only by its absence; he is an accomplice to the usurpation of his dead mother's voice. It is a blank page, to be presented as blank. Nancy Miller has even suggested, profoundly, that "it's as if at the heart of Maus's dare is the wish to save the mother by retrieving her narrative; as if the comic book version of Auschwitz were the son's normalization of another impossible reality: restoring the missing word, the Polish notebooks."24 As a void at the heart of Maus, the mother's lost story may be Maus's negative center of gravity, the invisible planet around which both the father's telling and Spiegelman's recovery of it revolve.
Here Spiegelman seems also to be asking how we write the stories of the dead without filling in their absence. In a limited way, the commixture of image and narrative allows the artist to do just this, to make visible crucial parts of memory-work usually lost to narrative alone, such as the silences and spaces between words. How to show a necessary silence? Art's therapist, Pavel, suggests at one point that because "life always takes the side of life," the victims who died can never tell their stories. The particular animal "masks" Spiegelman has chosen uncannily recall and evoke one of the few masterpieces of Jewish religious artthe Bird's Head Haggadah of 13th-century Ashkenazi art. In this and related manuscripts, the Passover story is depicted using figures with the bodies of humans and heads of animals-small, common animals, usually birds. Now, in one sense the problems that confronted the medieval Jewish illuminator and the modern Jewish artist of the Holocaust are entirely different. The medieval artist had a subject too holy to be depicted; the modern artist has a subject too horrible to be depicted. For the traditional illuminator, it is the ultimate sacred mystery that must somehow be shown without being shown; for the contemporary artist, it is the ultimate obscenity, the ultimate profanity, that must somehow be shown without being shown.26 Though Gopnik goes on to suggest that this obscenity has also become our sacred subject, we might do better to keep in mind not this apparent (and mistaken) conflation of sacred and profane, but the medium's essential indirection, its simultaneous attempt at representing and its selfdeclared inadequacy. Indeed, as Spiegelman attempted to ironize narrative, he also uses images against themselves. By adopting the mouse as allegorical image for Jews, Spiegelman is able to caricature-and thereby subvert-the Nazi image of Jews as vermin. Subjugated groups have long appropriated the racial epithets and stereotypes used against them in order to ironize and thereby neutralize their charge, taking them out of the oppressors' vocabulary. In this case, the images of mice led in turn to other animal figures insofar as they are related to mice: the wily and somewhat indifferent cat is the obvious natural enemy of the mouse and, as German, the principal killer of mice here. The Poles are saddled with a more ambiguous figure: while not a natural enemy of the Jews during the Holocaust, as pigs they come to symbolize what is treif or non-Kosher. They may not be as anti-Jewish as the cats, but they are decidedly un-Jewish. The only other animal to resonate a Nazi cast would be the friendly, if none-too-bright dogs as stand-ins for Americans, regarded as a mongrel people by Hitler, but pictured here as the natural and more powerful enemy of the cats. The rest of the animals are more literally benign: reindeer for the Swedes, moths for Gypsies. But none of these, aside from the mouse, is intrinsic; witness Art's deliberations over whether to make his French-born wife, Frangoise, who converted to Judaism, a frog or an honorary mouse.
Though he has tried to weave the process of drawing Maus back into its narrative, Spiegelman is also aware that as a finished text Maus may not truly capture the process at its heart. This is why two exhibitions, one at the Galerie St. Etienne and the other in the projects room at MOMA in New York, were so central to Spiegelman's project at the time. In these exhibitions, each entitled "The Road to Maus," the artist mounted the originals of his finished panels sequentially in a horizontal line along the walls of the gallery. Each panel in turn had all of its earlier drafts running vertically down into it, showing the evolution of each image from start to finish. Cassette players and earpieces were strategically interspersed along the walls of the gallery so that viewers could listen to Art's original interviews with his father. In this way, Spiegelman hoped to bring his true object of representation into view: the process by which he arrived at a narrative, by which he made meaning in and worked through a history that has been both public and personal. Though the ostensible purpose of the exhibition was, according to Robert Storrs, "to illuminate the final vmmev vacatics.Fransoife and I were, Vmni erg wth f r . wd S i v \ \ e r t n t .. 
